MARCHING ALONG THE SANDS

insular companions as possible to soften the differences
between us. For the same reason I did not wear glare
glasses or other obtrusive sun-proteclion, as the suspicions
of my desert friends to sun helmets showed that these might
have hindered the successful prosecution of my plans, nor
have I ever found them necessary.

Beyond Fasad the edging plain which yesterday had been
stoneless, to-day became stony and undulating. Gravelly
outcrops (hazm) some twenty feet high were followed by
others of putty colour, red-veined and highly glazed.
Through my telescope the bases of the distant sand dunes
here also appeared from a distance, similar solid rock. On
the surface I found oyster and other fossils, Ostrea, Lucina
and Rostallaria, all much weathered but with sufficient
ornament to date them geologically.

Mitan was another hungry camp, and our poor camels
standing silent, idle and hobbled were more than ready for
the onward move. Unlovely beast the camel may be, but
what patience in adversity she shows. All her delight is in
fodder, and if she find it in sufficiency you may put upon
her a heavy daily load, permit her to drink but once a week,
and manacle her at every halt, lest she stray.

Our morning start from Mitan was sluggish. We
straggled because of the cold and the hunger and the many
transverse sand ridges, and straggling camels mean a slow
caravan. An hour's march brought us to a wide depression,
whose high western bank, Tof Mitan, marked the miserable
end of the wadi of that name, so mighty and fruitful at its
source in Shaghuwat, six days' march south. Beyond it was
the hard steppe again and better going. Suddenly the
Arabs, who were always childishly anxious to draw atten-
tion to anything they thought would interest me, pointed
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